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North. Reproach and diflblution hangeth oner him 
Eojfe. He hath notmoney for tlicfeljrifli wars, * 
Hiiburthenous taxations notwithftanding, 

But by the robbing of the banifht Duke. 

North. His noble kinfman mod degenerate King: 
But Lords, we hcare this fearefiil terapeft fing, 
Yetfcekcnolheltcr toauoydthe rtorthe. 

Wee ice the windc fittc fore vpon our failes. 

And yet wee ftnkc not, but fecurely pcrifh. 

%offe We (ec the vcric wracke that we miifl: fiiffer, 
And vnauoydcd is the danger now, 

For fuffcringfo the caufcs of our wracke* 

North, Not fo, eucn through th c hollow eyes of death, 
I efpie life peering, buti dare not fay. 

How ncarethe tydingsof our comfort is. 

»1(7. Nay letvsfbarcthy thoughtsasthoudoft ouri. 
%ojfe Be confident to fpeake Northumberland, 
"Wee three are but thy fclfc,and fpeaking fo. 

Thy wordsarc but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 

North. Then thus,I haiie from le Port B]an ; 

A Bay in Brittanic rccciude in telligence, 

ThatHarty duke ofHeiford,Rainold L.Cobhain, 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter 
His brother Archbifliop late ofCantcrbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham,fir lohnRamfion, 

Sir lohn N^ rbcry,iu‘ Robert Watcrton,& Francis CoinW 
All theft *d^L!.turnilhcd by tlie Duke of Bnttaine 
With eight tall fliippesjthrcc thoufand men of war. 
Are making hither with all due expedience, 

And fhortly tneane to touch our Northernc Ihcre, 
Perhaps they had ere this,but that they day 
Thcfird departing ofthc King for Ireland, 

If then wee fhall lliake off out countries flauifli yoke, 
linpeout our drowping countries broken wing. 

Redecmcfrora broking Pawne the blemiditCrownc, 

Wipe off the dud that hides our feepters guilt. 

And make high Maicdie iooke like itj felfe, 
Awaywithnicihpoft toR.auenfpurgk: . 


KhgRfchArdthfecottd, 

But ifyoa faint, asfearing to doe fo, 

Srav.-rnd be fecrct,and my felfc will go. , - 

Rojfe ■ To horfc.to horfe, vrge doubts to them that fcarc, 
fV(//o. Hold out my horfe, and I will fird be there. • 

Exemt. 

Enter the ^ueene,B»Jhie,imd'Bifgot. 

Madam, your rnaicdic is too much fadde, 
Youpromid when you parted with the king, 

Tolayafidc life harming heauineflfc. 

And entertaine a chcercfull difpofition. rr 

J^^eene. To plcafc the King I did, to plcafe my felfe 
I cannot d«o it, yet 1 know no caufc 
Why I fhou'd welcome fuch a gued as Gricfe, 

Saue bidding farewell to fo fwcete a gued, 

As my fwectc Richard : yet agaitic rae thinkes 
Some vnbornc fbrro w ripe in Fortuncis wombe,. 

1$ co mming towards meand my inwardfoule , 

With nothing irembles,at feme thing it grieucs,’ 

More then with parting from my Lord the King* 

"Bufh. Each fubdance of a griefc hath twentie fliadowcs. 
Which fhewes like griefc itfclfe,butisnotfb: 

For Sorrowes eyes glazed with blinding tcares, 
Diuidc^rc thing entire to many obieft*. 

Like perlpeftiues, which rightly gazde vpon, 

Shew nothing but confufion,eydc awry, ' 

Didinguifh forme: foyour fweetc maicdie, 

Xooking awty vpon your Lords departure. 

Find fiiapes of griefc more then hirafclfc to waile. 

Which lookt on as itis,is naught but diadowcs 
^ Of what if is not, then thricc(graciou$ Q^ecnc) 

^'^*<^^P3rturc weep not, more il not fee* 
Or it it bcjtis with t alfjb forf o wes eyes, 

Wbich for things true,wcepes things imaginaric. 

jMcne. It may be fo,but yet my inward foulc 
^crlwadcs me it is otherwdfe : how ere it be, 

i cannot but be fad .* fb hcauie lad. 

As though on thinking on no thought I thi Ate, 
cs me With heauie nothing fitint and Ihrinlcc* 
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